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Lost 


Author's Notes: 

This story were originally started in December 2006 but then it stalled at the end. Fast forward to Friday. | 
was talking to Andy about the stories in my WIP folder and it finally hit me on how to finish it. Special thanks 
goes out to the aforementioned Andy for giving it the once over and helping me out with the latter parts :) 
| can't hide anything from you, can |?" 


Dirk smiled. "Nope." 


Kai looked down at his hands, lost in thought. Arms wrapped themselves around his form, comforting. At first, 
he laid there stiff before gradually relaxing into the muscular limbs that surrounded him. 


| miss her. Fuck, | thought the relationship would last longer than this. Why does this keep happening?" 


Dirk frowned at the pained expression of Kai's face. He hated seeing Kai like this; he was supposed to be the 
happy one, not depressed. Nestling against Kai's neck, Dirk set about making him happy. Yes, it only happened 


when Kai broke up with a girlfriend but Dirk knew Kai wanted it. 


Kai groaned when Dirk's lips moved along his neck, kissing and slowly licking their way down. Dirk worked his way 
down Kai's chest, lapping up the sweat from tonight's show. He craved to be touched by Kai, but it never 
happened; he just sat there and let Dirk have his way with his body. Just a little head stroking, something to 
tell him that he wasn't just a slave to Kai's needs, that was all he wanted. Granted that he wasn't being forced 
to suck Kai's cock, he just did it to make Kai happy, but still. 


He wondered what it would be like to kiss Kai; he tried once, but was pushed away and told "no". To feel those 
thin lips, their tongues twisting around, seeking each other out. Half the time Dirk would pretend he was kissing 
Kai when he was giving him a blowjob, imagining the cock was just one long tongue. How he longed to have it 


inside him, thrusting deeply and then coming back out - he was getting hard just thinking about it: 


Though the night always ended the same way; Kai relaxed, and Dirk stumbling back to his own bed, hard and 
untulfilled. He would have to wait until Kai fell asleep in order to relieve the pent-up tension coursing through 
his veins. 


Still, he was grateful to be able to touch Kai at all. So many times through the years he watched Kai onstage 
and secretly lusted. If he hadn't had a mouth full of Kai's hard cock, he would have laughed at how pathetic it 
must sound to other people. Lusting after a bandmate was just childish, yet the way Kai made him feel was 


something he had never felt for anyone. 


A groan awoke Dirk from his thoughts. He knew Kai was close when the thrusts got faster into his mouth, 
soon the touching would be over and their lives would continue on like nothing ever happened. Inside, Dirk didn't 
want it to end, he wanted to stay there sucking until his lips and mouth got tired, tasting the salty tang of 


come as it rolled down his tongue. 

Kai bucked up and groaned as he came into Dirk's mouth, prompting him to give the cock one last suck before 
releasing it. Dirk tried to resist looking at Kai as he sat there with his eyes closed in ecstasy, but in the end 
he couldn't. Even though he'd seen that exact same look onstage while Kai played his guitar solos, it still held 
his attention. The way his long red lashes would lie against his cheek, his breath struggling to normalize which 


caused his face to flush, it was all painfully sexy to Dirk. 


Too busy watching the newly formed sweat roll down Kai's chest, Dirk failed to notice Kai raising his head up 


to look at him. "Dirk?" 

Dirk glanced up at the sound of his name, afraid of what Kai was going to tell him. 

"Um, thanks." 

Trying to sound like it was no big deal, but failing miserably, Dirk responded, "Hey, no problem." 


Kai's eyebrow raised. "Are you ok?" 


"Yeah, I'm fine. Get some sleep. We have to be up early for the bus ride to the next city." 


Dirk walked carefully to his bed, his hard cock pressing against the front of his jeans, begging for his attention 
He sighed while he stripped down naked and climbed into bed. Straining, he listened for Kai's breath to even out 
signaling that he was asleep. 


Five minutes passed and it was still labored, prompting Dirk to look over at him. Kai was laying on his back over 
the top of the covers, naked, and staring at the ceiling. Biting back the groan, Dirk tried to ignore the fact that 


his throbbing cock was starting to leak precome underneath the covers. 
"Kai?" 

va 

"What are you doing?" 


Kai looked over at Dirk, their eyes locked for a moment before Kai turned away, mumbled "sorry" and climbed 
under the blankets. A frown appeared on Dirk's face when he realized that Kai was still awake and looking at 
the ceiling. 


He wouldn't last much longer if this kept up; sighing, he reached down to stroke his hardon. So starved for 
attention, his body arched up from the bed before he could control it and a moan escaped his lips. He could 
only imagine what Kai must be thinking at the moment; probably laughing at him for having to jerk off. Dirk 


turned his head only to have his jaw drop - Kai had been watching him from across the room the whole time. 


Dirk swallowed and tried to ignore Kai's stare. He wasn't sure if he could jerk off in front of Kai; he closed his 
eyes, focused on the flesh pressing against his stomach. 


The ridges slick with precome slid through his fingers, every nerve tingling out a response to his brain, breath 
filtering through his nose in time to the pulls. Pants filled the silent room, echoed off the white plaster. Dirk's 
face contorted and twisted, mirrored the movement of his hand. Faster he descended, slamming his cock into 
his clenched fist, balls heavy and craving a release. The orgasm hit him so fast that he barely had any time 
to muffle his scream. His body convulsed on the bed, sheets twisted and half thrown off onto the floor. 


Blurry eyes opened and tried to focus on the ceiling above, white spots drifted around the room. Dirk forced 
his neck muscles to turn to the right. He expected to see a pair of brown eyes watching, but instead viewed a 


pair of eyes closed. 


Kai was asleep. The head that was turned towards him now buried in a pillow, his snores rhythmically timed 


with the slow fall and rise of his chest. 


Dirk snorted and grabbed the damp covers to pull over him. He'd half hoped the wanking would at least elicit a 


response out of Kai; boring him to sleep, however, wasn't one of them. He was too optimistic for his own good, 
he mused, expected too much out of a man who could care less about him compared to anyone else. Still, the 
rush of lust that raced through his veins knowing that Kai had watched him, at least partly, made him smile. 


He leaned over and reached out for the light switch, and in doing so noticed something odd about Kai's 


expression; the normally calm face bore a small grin that hugged the corners of his mouth. Smug bastard 
The light clicked off and plunged the room into darkness. Dirk rubbed his eyes and mashed the pillow down flat 
with his fist before sinking into the hard fabric. His breathing slowed to a crawl, worry still running through 
his veins, and thoughts of the future played out in his subconscious. 


Nothing would ever change. But it didn't stop him from hoping. 


